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Mary Canning's time had killed Mary and her unborn child
together; and the wicked Dud—though he hadn't known it—
had put his girl's child away!
What was it that made those clenched hands and prostrate
hdad so precious to him ? Jenny had accused him of having no
feeling. What was it to "have feeling?" What would a person
with "feeling33 do now?
"Wizz, Wizz," he began again, "little Wizz! Look up and
speak to me. I've no right to hold anything against you. I've
nothing against you! We'll go to-morrow to Yeovil and get
hold of Lovie. Jenny won't mind her being here with us."
But there was no answer from the form stretched across
the bed, no answer from the tense white knuckles, no answer
from that figure that Old Funky had found so " 'lurinj," no
answer from the stiff girlish shape that in its prone position
had become—in conjunction with his own lean frame—such
a beautiful example of the letter "T"!- "What would a person
who had 'feeling',5' he thought, "do at this juncture? Lift her
up in his arms ? Argue with her ? Beat her ?"
In place of doing any of these things he recommenced his
feeble murmurings, more as if they were addressed to him-
self than.to her. "You know I do love you, Wizz, don't you?
I may not be good at showing it, as some men could, but you've
grown into me, Wizz, my only one; you've grown into me!"
The girl on the bed made no answer; and it was unlucky that
at that second, as he lifted his head, he encountered the "humil-
iated and offended" look of Thuella's portrait of Teucer
Wye.
"If you can't be a man," Mr. Wye's expression said, "the
best thing for you to do is to read Plato."

